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EDITORIALS. 
S CARCELY have the shouts of the victors 
on the foot-ball fields died away when we 
are plunged into the annual discussion con-
cerning the effect that the interest in this 
branch of athletics has on college life. Prob-
ably few or none of the critics who discuss 
the merits or faults-principally the latter-
of our academic system deplore the place 
given to sports in our colleges, for the neces-
sity of physical culture with intellectual devel-
opment is everywhere recognized, but the 
question as to whether athletic glory is not 
overshadowing other and more important in-
terests of college life is both timely and in-
teresting. That the manly virtues are culti-
vated in a scientific, and it may be added in 
a gentlemanly game of foot-ball, is conced-
ed but the all-absorbing interest of the aver-
age undergraduate in the sport, is regarded 
with some alarm by paterfamilias who is be-
ginning to think anxiously whether he has 
sent his son to college to become an athlete 
or a student. 
WHEN the smoke has cleared away, it 
will be seen that after all, this discus-
sion is of little importance. It is interesting 
because it has to do with one of the most in-
teresting departments of student life, and it is 
natural, because it is characteristic of the 
American people to criticize and argue. 
Probably the gentleman who is trying his 
best to satisfy himself and his neighbors that 
things were different in his college day, will 
wait as cheerfully in the line to purchase his 
ticket for one of the great games next year, 
as he has done this, and talk as much about 
it afterwards. For there is really no occas-
ion for nervousness about this question. The 
superfluous energy of the college man must 
be worked off somehow, and if there is an 
honorable and manly way to do it so much 
the better. 
A ND as to the question of athletics assum-
ing too much importance instudent life, 
why, things have a way of righting themselves 
in the college world. If it is the effect foot-
ball glory has on the individual, that the 
anxious critic fears, his mind may be easy, 
for, in college, when a man begins to have an 
exalted idea of his own abilities, his friends 
generally see that he is speedily brought to a 
proper state of mind. Granted, that strength 
and pluck and skill, obtain their meed of rec-
ognition among students, is it not cause for 
congratulation and not the reverse ? If the 
swing of the pendulum is too much towards 
athletics and too far away from scholarly in-
terests, it will right itself, soon enough-in 
the meantime let us be glad of the healthy 
factor which has entered into our college life, 
and hope that the foot-ball contest will last 
for many years to come. 
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J T is probably against the distractions to 
honest work in college that these criticisms 
about undue interest in athletics are aimed 
by those who do not know that exercise, as a 
rule, is conducive to study. If one were to 
speak of distractions, in toto, the field is much 
broader and more of an argument could be 
made. It is undeniable that many things do 
exist which divert the mind of the collegian 
from his work, and which in too many cases 
make him look back regretfully over the four 
years. One of the hardest things that the 
average student has to learn is so to arrange 
his time that without slighting his work, he 
can take a reasonable amount of pleasure and 
make himself a good all 'round man. His 
position is not so precarious that he has-
save in a few and melancholy instances-to 
devote his entire time to his lessons. The 
trouble is that the necessity of play is much 
more firmly fixed in the undergraduate's 
mind than the desire for work, and occasion-
ally he has to suffer for it. But, generally, it 
takes a very few months after graduation, for 
the most thoughtless student to see the prop-
er place that these two factors have in the 
life struggle. True, bis harder working 
class mate whom perhaps he looked down 
upon not so very long ago, has the ad vantage 
of him now, but he has danced and it is right 
that he should pay. He remembers indis-
tinctly having heard something of this kind 
in his happy-go-lucky college days, but after 
all, it is experience that counts. There are 
men in college now playing his game and 
men playing that other which wins, and he 
knows that some day the former one will wish 
with him in vain for a new deal. For sooner 
or later the realization of the truth comes 
that if all work and no play makes Jack a 
dull boy, the effects of the contrary scheme 
are about as unpleasant. 
* * * A GAIN THE TABLET wishes to call the 
attention of the undergraduates to the 
desirability of trying for positions on the 
board. When the present senior class grad-
uates there will be over six vacancies which 
must be filled by new men, and that the 
board may know who are the best fitted to 
conduct the organ of the students, it is ex-
tremely necessary that a larger number than 
are at present trying, should do so. Many 
men who were connected with their school 
papers have failed to keep up their work in 
college, while the inexperienced have shown 
up equally poorly. Any one of the editors 
will be glad to assist aspirants in suggesting 
subjects for editorials, or for work in any oth-
er of the departments of THE TABLET. We 
hope that this is the last time it will be neces-
sary to speak of this subject, for certainly 
college pride as well as a desire to benefit 
themselves, should incite men to contribute 
to the paper. 
* * * 
, , 'TIS well said again, and 'tis a kind of 
good deed to say well," and so we 
venture to revive that time worn object of 
editorial discussion, the old gy_mnasium. For 
years this unsightly structure has afforded 
material for the maiden effort of the Fresh-
man aspirant for literary honors, and for the 
last vigorous and scathing sarcasm of the 
Senior, about to lay aside the sceptre and 
step out from among us. The winter winds 
have whistled through the cracks and 
fiercely shaken the windows; the snows 
have done their best to cover this blot upon 
the landscape, the rains have beaten against 
its weather stained sides in fierce assault, but 
the old gymnasium still defies the elements. 
The snows have melted and disappeared, the 
boisterous winds have given way to mild south 
breezes; vandal Freshmen have disfigured 
its sides, become dignified Seniors and grad-
uated leaving the old gymnasium to the in-
vectives of others. 
If it be thought best by the authorities 
that this building be kept as a signal of dis-
tress to attract the attention of some philan-
thropic Alumnus, we will endure its appear-
ance, yea, even recite in it with all the forti-
tude of martyrs. But since our Old Man of 
the Sea is too firmly seated to be yet thrown 
off, we should like to at least adorn him with 
gay attire, and pretend that we carry him 
for fun. 
The old gymnasium is about to receive a 
coat of paint. For this we are thankful, but 
we are perhaps insatiable, for we want still 
more. A respectable porch at the entrance 
and a removal of coal bin and ash heap to a 
_ less conspicuous location would conduce es-
sentially to our pride and pleasure. 
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SINCE the last issue of THE TABLET ape-
tition has been sent to the authorities by 
the board of editors containing the reasons 
why a demand for some recognition of their 
work on the college paper seemed justifiable, 
together with the request that the members 
of the staff be excused from the regular 
theme work in the department of English, 
but instead of bringing about the results for 
which we had hoped, we are informed that 
the petition caused considerable merriment. 
This indeed was far beyond our expectations, 
and we cannot help thinking that the real 
cause of laughter was the perennial class 
room jokes of the individual members of the 
faculty which had just been seen through, 
but in which accomplishment we have as yet 
failed. THE TABLET always takes a pleasure 
in supporting the course in letters of the col-
lege, and feels a pride in the patronage of its 
eminent professors of literature. It heartily 
endorses the course of themes for the whole 
college world-with the exception of its 
artistic self. This might, at first sight, arouse 
the spirit of antagonism in the breast of our 
fellow student. But, seriously, it is a trifle 
wearisome, when an editor js working hard 
and bestowing on an editorial a collegian's 
most graceful touches, to have his enthusi-
asm dampened by the sudden remembrance 
that his theme is due at twelve o'clock that 
evening. And it is hardly to be wondered 
that THE TABLET editor, in consideration 
for his other literary work, feels a general 
dislike for theme-writing. The remission of 
theme work to the editors of college papers 
is by no means without precedent. Boston 
University allows the work of the managing 
editor to count for four hours a week of his 
regular course, and gives two hours to each 
of the associate editors. Other colleges have 
pursued some such course with more or less 
modification. The student mind is develop-
ing in its various directions, and can stand 
only a certain amount of literary work. One 
cannot force it to a larger growth, as the 
green-house produces the prize chrysanthe-
mum. The spectacle of the poor student 
slaving in his chilly room up to midnight 
until which hour the professor's window will 
be open to receive his manuscript, is hardly less 
pitiful than a destitute versifier scribbling in 
a garret. If we cannot become literary ex-
otics, at least do not make us literary hacks. 
THE FLOWER GIRL. 
SHE stands apart-the gay throng pass her by. What care they that the little hands are cold 
And tears are falling on the flowers unsold? 
The tumult of the city drowns her cry, 
So weak it is. Perchance some one may sigh 
Perceiving her-but Poverty is old, 
And it is fitting in this Age of Gold 
That some should weep-Thank God, our eyes are dry! · 
And yet above her in the gathering shade 
Rise great stone walls, a tower and a cross 
Pointing to Heaven. At the door she stands, 
Her eyes tear-dimmed-half wistful, half afraid, 
A waif-with none to mark her gain or loss, 
The unsold flowers in her outstretched hands. 
PASTELS IN PROSE. 
THE STAGE COACH. 
B. 
T HE old stage coach lies broken and neg-lected in a corner of the courtyard. It 
used to rattle in and out between the great 
gates of the rnn every day ; now it is for-
gotten. 
Why should it be forgotten, and why 
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should it not go in and out every day? 
Once great ladies clad in rich, silken stuffs 
with powdered hair and with jewels on their 
small, white hands sat upon its high backed 
seat where now the mice are scurrying. The 
ladies' silks were soft, but the fur of the 
mice is softer. Lean spiders have covered 
the windows with webs finer than a queen's 
laces. 
Do I not hear some one cry, " the mail, 
the mail ! " See the courtyard gates swing 
back as of old, and with a rattle and clatter 
six horses draw in a gaily painted coach. A 
grand dame steps out of the inn ; my lord 
is with her. 
How her jewels flash and sparkle ! Notice 
the glitter of his silver buckles. 
A footman holds open the stage coach 
door, and my lord helps the dame within. 
How stately is his bow, and with what grace 
he kisses the dame's hand. 
The coachman has taken the reins in his 
hand, the postillions cry, the horses prance. 
and the coach turns round and goes rattling 
out upon the high road. What a broad turn-
pike, and what yellow harvest fields! 
Does the dame wave a kerchief from the 
window? 
No, it is a tree's branch stirring in the 
wind. 
Is there then no dame ? 
There was but is not. 
And the stage coach ? 
There it lies broken and neglected in a 
corner. 
No longer grand lords and ladies come to 
the inn, the White Horse Inn ; and no long-
er goes rattling forth the stage coach. Life 
and all in it is transitory, and the past cannot 
be as the present. 
Felix. 
IN THE SHADOW. 
SHE lies in the dark room listening to the 
ticking of the old clock in the corner. It 
is very quiet in the room - nothing is 
stirring. The window is open and she 
can hear the rustling of the leaves as the 
night breeze moves them. Her bed is 
placed so that she can look out on the 
trees, and she notices how the moonlight 
falls on them, and how dark the shadows 
are. 
She had been ill long, so long. It did not 
seem so long to her in the day time, when 
people came in and out of the room, and 
there was a noise in the house and she could 
not hear the clock. But at night, all she 
had to do was to lie there and think and lis-
ten to the ticking of the old clock in the cor-
ner. 
She moves uneasily and twists the ring 
on her finger. It was so long ago that he 
had given her that ring, and marched away 
to the South. 
Hark ! What is that? A sound of voices 
singing. The sound comes nearer. She 
remembers now. A party of young people 
were to take a moonlight ride that evening, 
and they were rel urning. 
They are under her window. She can dis-
tinguish the individual voices. Again . she 
touches the ring and a tear is on her cheek. 
The voices are dying away. Farther and 
farther away they sound, and now she cannot 
hear them, try she ever so hard. No, all is 
quiet in the room save the rustle of the leaves 
as the night breeze move.s them, and the 
ticking of the old clock in the corner. 
B. 
THE LAST WALTZ. 
THEY had been friends so long and on 
the morrow he was to go away. What 
if they had had that misunderstanding? 
Could not she have been in the wrong ? 
The dance was almost over-there re-
mained only one more waltz. She had 
glanced at her programme early in the even-
ing and had told the many men who had 
asked her for that dance that it was engaged 
And yet it was not. She felt almost angry 
with herself for her foolishness, although she 
always had danced it with him. 
How had it all happened ? She could not 
tell herself as she stood there beautiful in the 
brilliant light of the ball room. Yet there 
was not that light in her eyes that there was 
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when they last waltzed together. They had 
been friends so long and on the morrow he 
was to go away. 
Ah! it had begun. The sweet, low, 
throbbing notes of the waltz brought the 
color to her cheeks. She stole a glance at 
him. He was alone and near her, A mo-
ment more and she stood beside him. "For-
give me," she said, " but was this not ours?" 
Again that sweet refrain, those low, throb-
bing notes, and they danced once more-for 
the last time-to Auf Wiederselm. For they 
had been friends so long and on the morrow 
he was to go away. B. 
SISTER AN AST ASIA. 
WE, purest of Virgins, all foll ow the lead Of Jesus our Saviour, and trustingly heed. 
Our joy is the mercy with which we are blessed, 
Our c1own the undying love God has impressed. 
All earlhly enjoyments are but winds that blow 
To £an the consuming flames of ceaseless woe. 
We peaceful souls far from the world's blighting ways 
Shall ever in purity joined, chant His praise, 
These words, to a sweet and solemn tune, 
the demure and pious nuns of the old colonial 
monastery at Ephrata, chant at sunrise on 
Thanksgiving morn, as they slowly walk 
along the path, overarched with swaying 
pines, rustling in a low, reverential melody, 
from the cloister to the graveyard near by and 
quietly take their place round a well-kept 
mound, upon which lies a small, square slab 
inscribed with the following quaint epitaph. 
"Here rests in peace an outgrowth of the 
love of God, Sister Anastasia, born in Hesse-
Darmstadt, fell asleep November 24th, 1816, 
in the fifty-second year of her spiritual life, 
but the seventy-second of her natural life." 
Here the Litany is read and then they 
pass to a secluded corner of the graveyard, 
where are numerous irregularly laid out 
graves, overrun with briars, and all un-
marked save one, which a small upright stone 
bearing the inscription-new almost defaced 
by many winters' storms-
" Here lie the bones of Hans Graeff, died 
November 25th, 1777." 
Upon these graves each cast a spray of 
flowers as they pass round and out chanting 
as they came. In years gone by a throng of 
cowled monks followed the large train of 
nuns, but they have long since passed away 
till now the annual procession consists of 
three elderly nuns, who are, as they them-
selves say, patiently awaiting Death's triumph 
of deliverance-a lovely conception. Then, 
who will chant the Virgin's hymn and cherish 
the sacred memories of the holy, silen \ 
cloister ? To this graveyard many sombre 
processions of faithful mourners have gone in 
the three last generations, but they are be-
coming less year by year, and whatever ro-
mance there may be connected with the 
lives of those sleeping in this old colonial 
burial ground, is known only to a few who 
hesitate to speak of it from some supersti-
tious awe and mystical sense of impiety. 
A prosperous, important town was Ephrata 
in pre-revolutionary days. Now the musty 
air of desolation and decay hovers over all 
the place. Every old, quaint, hip-roofed 
house seems to feed our fancy with visions 
of the past, when good Brother Fahnestock 
walked his nightlong beat, saluting in the 
name of the Lord, the tipsy villagers strag-
gling home from the ancient and historical 
Fountain Inn. A famous tavern, indeed, 
was the old Fountain Inn, situated just be-
yond the Cocalico Creek outside the town on 
the King's highway. So placed, as they say, 
"to keep their people free from contact with 
the world, and to avoid as much as possible 
the prying curiosity of travelers." As many 
as fifty "schooners " could have been seen 
drawn up about the "Sign of the Fountain" 
in a single day. 
It was not alone the hospitality and the re-
nowned home-brewed ale of the Fountain 
Inn's landlord that made Ephrata a conven-
ient point for reckoning a day's journey; but 
there in those oddly shapen, antiquated 
cloister buildings, the former abodes of 
monks and nuns, the Continental money was 
printed for the relief of Washington's suffer-
ing soldiers at Valley Forge. There, too, was 
made their scanty supply of winter clothing, 
over which the benevolent nuns had bent 
n:iany days and weary nights, In those still, 
silent cells, the wounded officers of the King's 
mercenary Hessians, then prisoners of war, 
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were nursed to their eternal rest, or worse, to 
life and it:; attending contumely. How those 
dark, gloomy masses, with high gable roofs 
and irregu larly distributed little windows, 
from whose panes the setting sun casts a 
tinted reflection, as if a conflagration were rag-
ing within its crumbling walls turned black 
by age an<l exposure, stand in striking con-
trast to the broad fields not yet browned by 
frost, like a ghostly birth of the night thrust 
into the surrounding world of promise and 
beauty. Sparrows have built their nest in 
the cornices, and keep up a continual chirp-
ing and swallows circle about the lofty chim-
neys. 
Although the generat ion of solitary Breth-
ren and Sisters has nearly died out, the Sev-
enth Day Baptists of th e neighborhood con-
vene here every week for religious service, 
and so the Saal or chapel, which more than 
any other spot in Ephrata still retains traces 
of the "genius of the place," and in which 
good Father Beisel, the founder of the mon-
astery, had read prayers for over fifty years, 
has continued to serve the purpose for which 
it was constructed with but one interval for 
nearly two centuries. That interval was just 
after the battle of the Brandywine, so disas-
trous to the Continental army. The pious 
prior, either in the goodness of his heart or 
love for his fellow countrymen, whom others 
despised as mercenary hounds, permitted the 
S il.al with its hardwood benches and dreary 
walls, to be used as a temporary hospital. 
For three days and nights a continuous train 
of jolting ambulances passed over the rough 
roads, through a storm of rain and sleet, 
bearing from the banks of the Brandywine to 
this forest-bounded monastery, the wounded 
Hessians, whose groans and sufferings failed 
to arouse a particle of sympathy among the 
farmers along the way. Even to this day as 
the sun goes down, behind the rising bank 
of clouds, on the evening of the anniver-
sary of the battle, and the wind moans and 
drives the scurrying leaves across the wayside, 
the cattle, unattended, strange to say, wander 
back to the barn wi1h lowered head and list-
less look. The little children do not loiter 
around the kitchen fire, but, with supper 
over, they are tucked in their warm beds and 
soon are lost in the dreams of the dreaded 
Hessians. The day is invariably blustering, 
as if the very elements had assisted to make 
the memory of that eventful battle detestable. 
Among the wounded Hessians was Hans 
Graeff, a dashing young lieutenant of com-
manding appearance, suffering from a slight 
sabre cut on the head. Him with several 
others, it was Sister Tabea's duty to nurse, 
and in her various ministrations she was met 
by the passionate glances of the young 
officer, who appeared to see in her, though 
robed in the sombre Capuchin dress, a vision 
of the sweet face of the comely maiden, that 
bloomed and blossomed by his side, in his 
far away German village. How could he, 
wounded and heartsick in a strange and for-
boding land, but think and dream of her 
whom he loved with an unholy love? That 
vision soon became an image then a reality, 
for, indeed, kind Sister Tabea was the real 
Amelie Miiller of his youth. 
Amelie Miiller was the constant companion 
of Hans in their rural home, as together they 
wandered along the lanes and hawthorn 
hedges, gathering wild flowers. Every one, 
with pride, commented upon their devotion 
to each other. Mary was not an exceedingly 
beautiful girl, but her innocence, tenderness 
and confiding manner became a stronger tie 
of attachment than beauty. She uncon-
sciously grew to love him, so that she was 
contented only when in his society. His 
words and looks charmed and captivated the 
susceptible girl's heart, whose passion was 
unsullied and pure; and, with its own warmth, 
it heedlessly nourished what in time occa-
sioned unavailing remorse. 
Hans would have turned to her for for-
giveness, but the same innocent modesty 
and tenderness, that formerly had attracted 
him, now chilled and repelled the thought of 
seeking mercy at her hands. Hoping that 
Time, now feeding the remorse that was con-
suming his soul, would obliterate the blot 
upon his character, he enlisted in the Em-
peror's army and was given a commission in 
America. 
Amelie for awhile brooded over her trouble 
in silence, inviting a ray of sunshine into her 
heart by calling up now and then, in her 
mind a pleasant scene in their friendship. 
She could not foster angry resentment 
against her faithless lover. When that bur-
densome cloud passed by, and with it that 
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melancholy air of sadness, stern soberness 
returned. She became more devoted and 
constant at the services in the little village 
church. She prayed for strength and His 
blessing, and her prayer was not unavailing; 
she, finally, with several acquaintances of her 
youth, with a noble and co!llmendable pur-
pose, granting forgiveness to the ungrateful, 
blessings to the kind, renouncing the bonds 
of kinship, with a last farewell, left the little 
rural village, which, perhaps, she would never 
see again, for this cloister sequestered in the 
wilderness, and here, to meet and nurse, with 
her peculiar, inherent sense of kindness, honor 
and benevolence, and a true womanly devo-
tion, her false lover. 
The heart of the faithless lover, doing 
penance through the lapse of time, repented 
of its bitter sin, and, as an atonement, he 
offered his hand in marri age, now restored 
to health. Men, as wretched as he, who 
bad in a fitful moment sinned, had obtained 
happiness in forgiven ess. Would she, with 
her wonted, tender smile, grant him forgive-
ness? She did, and what is more, hurri ed 
away, no long-er clad in the white Capuchin 
garments, to take leave of her associates and 
Father Beisel, for she consented to marry 
Hans on that Thanksgiving day. But hold! 
Would she now deny the source of her strength 
in trouble? No, the sense of duty reproached 
her. Bursting into a flood of tears, she re-
newed the vow that confined her-and this 
time permanently-to the convent. Her 
tears had washed away the stain of her apos-
tacy, Father Beisel said, and henceforth 
calle<l her Anastasia. Many years she con-
tinu ed in her labor of love, alleviating the 
sufferin gs of the poor and sick in the little vil-
lage of Ephrata, her Madonna-like face always 
illumined with a gentle smile. She w.-1s the 
embodiment of grace and the example of the 
vill age matrons, the fri end and joy of all the 
children. In this day, indeed , a sufficient 
admonition to a naughty chi ld is for a mother 
to say "good Sister Anastasia will not love 
you if y ou are bad ." 
Did H ans Graeff foresee the result of Siste r 
Anastasia's vi sit to F ath er Beisel, or did 
shame and remorse and his dread enemy, 
weakness, overcome him ? Did not th e bit-
terness of his sorrow torm ent his soul? H ow-
ever, he preferred the doubt of the grave, 
where all animosity is los t in its darkn ess and 
gloom, than future years haunt ed by the 
spectres of his wickedn ess, and th at same 
power, which, in a moment 's rashness, fo rced 
him to a wron ~, now d ragged dow n from 
the gates of co11trition, his gui lty so ul, and 
drove it on to a sin, whose punishment 1s 
doubtless everlasting. 
Conestogo. 
AN UNWRITTEN POEM. 
·cRUSTER was half sitting, half lying on 
my divan, with red cushions at his head 
and yellow cushions at his back, while other 
cushions of variegated hue filled up the in-
tervening spaces. And moreover, Cruster 
was comfortable, exceedingly comfortable as 
.he deigned to intimate, while clouds of bluish 
gray smoke enveloped the lounging form of 
the languorous, Southern fellow. 
He was a sleepy youth, habitually tired, 
·for whom the whole wide world seemed to 
contain but two things, exceedingly unpleas-
ant mathematical lessons and exceedingly 
pleasant lounges on my divan. 
There he was puffing at his old briar as I 
wandered out in a half dressed condition 
from the bed room, and sat down at my 
-desk to look for a pad. 
"Cruster ! " No sound of speech or motion 
from the divan. 
"Cruster, thou incarnate spirit of weariness, 
look here a minute!" 
A sigh and a cloud of smoke rose up sim-
ultaneously, a moment's pause, and a lan-
guid voice replied : " H and me that box of 
Golden Sceptre, will you, old man ?" 
" Confound your Golden Sceptre anyway; 
what in heaven's name have you been doing 
with the top sheet off my writing pad?" 
Another sigh, and presently another cloud 
of smoke. 
''Wakeup you brute!" I yelled, firing a 
slipper at him. 
This combination of word and deed seemed 
to have the happy effect of stirring up a little 
animation in his recumbent figure, for he 
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half rose on one elbow and mildly drawled : 
"Don't call me a brute." 
" Well man alive, did you ever see this 
before? " cried I, waving in front of him 
with frantic zeal a blank pad of paper." 
Cruster vouchsafed no answer. 
" Blast it all, you---" 
"Hullo there!" and my room-mate Upson, 
appeared in the doorway trying to fasten 
his suspenders. "What's troubling you 
my friends and fellow countrymen, what's 
disturbing the serenity of your peaceful re-
lations?" 
"Troubling me? oh, nothing," said I cut-
tingly, and sank down in my chair; "one of 
Cruster's funny little tricks with all the fun 
left out, that's all." 
"You went to bed too early and slept too 
late to be in anything but such a temper this 
A. M." 
"Well, if I haven't a right to be in a temper 
I'd like to know it; here I went to bed and 
tossed and turned round and couldn't sleep, 
and--" 
" What of that ? " 
"Well listen to me won't you? I say I 
couldn't sleep, and finally I got to think-
ing-" 
"That's bad." 
" Shut up! and I thought out a corking 
poem that would surely be accepted in the 
'Scriblet,' and I got up to get some paper to 
write it down so as not to forget it before 
morning." 
"Did all this in the dark; I suppose? " 
thereupon Cruster actually groaned to think of 
such unnecessary and unpleasant toil. 
" Certainly in the dark; I couldn't go 
across and hook a match from J oslin's room 
at that hour of the night. Well, I felt 
around for a pad and pencil, wrote the thing 
down, and went to bed again; and here I 
come out in the morning and find some one's 
torn off the top sheet of the pad that I wrote 
on! Now if that isn't a dead mean trick I'd 
like to know what is ! " 
"Are you certain that you used that pad ?" 
asked Upson with an air of interest in 
which even the languid Cruster seemed to 
join. 
" Of course I am; I picked it up by the 
bed-side this morning." 
"Mightn't you have dreamed it? " came 
in slow lazy, tones from the direction of the 
divan. 
"Hardly that, Cruster," said Upson,mount-
ing on the window seat to have an eye over 
affairs. 
I paid no heed. "Dreamed it ! " said I,. 
throwing all the sarcasm possible into the 
words, "the truth is Cruster, you tore off the 
top sheet to do your blamed Determinants 
011 ! " 
Cruster repudiated the charge; "I always. 
use a slate," said he, and blew additional 
puffs of smoke into the already well filled 
air. 
"Then it's you ! " and I turned on Upson ; 
"No other living being has been in the room. 
this morning save Mrs. Rook, and she doesn't 
do Algebra problems!" 
Upson denied it. 
There was a solemn stillness in the place. 
Cruster shifted the cushions around, caught 
one that Upson fired at his curly head, set-
tled down with a murmur of contentment, 
and shook out the ashes from his pipe on 
my fur rug. "Did you use the right end of 
the pencil?" he inquired. 
" Am I a drivelling idiot, or are you one ?" 
"Are you sure it was sharpened ? Hand 
me a match please." 
"Sure? sure of - now see here Cruster, 
do I habitually go around using the wrong 
end of unsharpened pencils, is it my custom 
to keep a dozen pads and mix them up so 
that I don't know one from another and then 
retire to .,bed and dream about them, do I 
generally - oh go to thunder, Cruster !" 
To all intents and purposes Cruster did go. 
to thunder, and remained in profound silence. 
Upson still sat on the window-seat swinging 
his legs, and snickering at my rising wrath. 
I glared at both. 
Cruster closed and opened his eyes; "Let 
me see the pad," he drawled. 
I tossed it over to him; there the top page 
lay in all its unmarked whiteness. He 
looked at it dreamily. "Seems to me some-
thing has been written or at least scratched 
on here; " he looked at it again with interest. 
" By the way what pencil did you use ?" 
"The one you left on my desk last night, 
of course ! " 
" The one I left on your desk last night ? 
Why I didn't leave a -- ; " then a smoth-
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·~red sound from the divan, a laugh, a groan 
a convulsed exclamation of some sort. 
I turned around. Cruster lay grovelling 
amidst the cushions, tossing his legs into the 
.air, rolling and twisting from side to side, 
and trying to stuff a pine pillow into his 
mouth, from which issued wierd and start• 
ling shrieks. 
"Are you in a fit, Cruster?" My words 
were but an incentive to fresh exclamations 
and renewed convulsions. I grabbed hold 
of him by the collar and shook him. 11 You 
human freak, what is it?" 
From the divan came a confused burst and 
medley of" fool," "idiot," "my slate pen-
cil," and "poem." "Your slate pencil," 
said I; 11 why I couldn't make any mark 
with -," I struck out at the recumbent 
figure: "You, you, you and your- hang 
your old slate pencils ! " 
An oppressive silence followed, then the 
laughter rose afresh from the divan, while 
Upson, choking for breath, rolled off from 




BLITHE minstrel o_f the evening's_ haunted lore, With keen delight he pipes lus roundelay, 
All heedless of forgotten age's store, 
Of melody that in his throat doth play. 
Enchanted voice of unseen, chirping fay 
Thy cheerful song, sad lon~ly hearts adore ; 
Blithe minstrel of the evenmg's haunted lore, 
With keen delight he pipes his roundelay. 
No nightingale's entrancing song is more 
Welcome than thy shrill treble, by the way, 
Encamped within the hedge's gloom; yea, o'er 
My grave may thy glad !'equiem sound, I pray-
Blithe minstrel of the evemng's haunted lore, 
With keen delight he pipes his roundelay. 
Conutogo. 
CARMEN XI BK. I. 
SEEK not, Leuconoe, 
What envious gods decree, 
Nor tempt the lying lot. 
How happier knowing what 
Bleak winters love may spurn, 
Or this whose winds now churn 
Around grey cliffs the sea 
Be last for you, for me ! 
Laugh on and strain the wine 
In the glad day that's ~hin:! 
For while we speak gnm 11me 
Stays not to hear our rhyme, 
So live and love to-day 
Ere Zeus shall say thee nay . 
COMPARISON ODIOUS. 
PRAISES to Sir Walter's weed 
Is the college poet's creed. . . 
Rings that upward roll and break 111 air, 
Pipes of polished wood and amber rare, 
Runs the college rhymer's rtde. 
What do college maidens ~ell ? 
Where their happiest fancies dwell? 
Paper parcels tied with silver string, . 
Maker's name and seal. 'Tis this they sing 
Nothing but a caramel. 
H. 
TRIOLETS. 
\VAS she fooled or I 
When we sailed together? 
She was sweet and shy, 
Was she fooled or I? 
Though often I try 
Still I know not whether 
She was fooled or I 
When we sailed together. 
I thought she would care 
The most when we parted ; 
From her words on the stair 
I thought she would care, 
When I played broken-hearted, 
I thought she would care 
The most when we parted . 
'Twas in vain I assumed 
A manner empresse 
I fretted and fumed, 
'Twas in vain I assumed 
The sad air of one doomed, 
And whispered " dear Bessie," 
'Twas in vain I assumed 
A manner empresse, 
She frowned, then she smiled; 
Post Nubila Phoebus 
That girl drove me wild, 
She frowned, then she smiled, 
Though she's only a child, 
When I begged for a wee buss, 
She frowned, then she smiled: 
Post Nubi/,, Phoebus. 
11 I go to my school, 
You go to your college; 
Your feelings will cool, 
I go to my school, 
Now do not be a fool, 
You've gained some new knowledge, 
I go to my school, 
You go to your college," 
I've made up my mind 
On the girl of the summer ; 
She's fickle as wind, 
I've made up my mind ; 
It w;; s I that was blind, 
(But she was a hummer.) 
I've made up my mind 
On the girl of the summer. 
COLLEGE AND CAMPUS. 
THE cast of the play, "A Glimpse of Para-dise," which is to be given some time dur-
ing th e term, is as follows : 
Adolphus D ove, W. F. Dyett. '95 
Henri Beaudese rt , \V. S. Schutz, '94 
F rank Bellamy, . H. G. Barbour, '96 
T ates from T hackcr's, Costume r, Drury 
Lane, J. \V. Lewis, '93 
Constable Pope , 
Laura Bellamy, . F , S. Burrage, '95 
Euphemia Speckl ey, R . P. Bates, '93 
Susan, H . H. Pelton, '93 
I t was at fi rst intended to present the play 011 
D ec. 16, but durin g the past week, the manage-
decided to postpone it until after Christmas. 
IN SEASON. 
THE hold chrysanthemum, 
With haughty mien, uplifts its plum e, 
When others to dread frosts succumb ; 
The bold chrysanthemum 
Blooms where frai l flowers of summer come 
T o death-like some ghost o'er the ir tomb, 
1he bold chrysanthemum, 
With haughty mien, uplifts its pl ume. 
Comstog·(). 
The R ev. Mr. Pott , fro m St. J ohn 's College, 
Shanghai, China, gave an interesting description 
of the missionary work of the college on Tues-
day, the 29th, before th e Missionary society. 
The fi rst Trinity german was given Monday, 
November 21, and was tastefully led by C. A. 
Lewis, '93, and J. W. Lewis, '93. The next ger-
man will be given on December 9th. The follow-
ing were present : Allen, '93, and Miss Russell; 
Barton , '93, and Miss Wyatt ; L . A. Carter, '93, 
and Miss Knous ; H artley, '93, and Miss Beach; 
Hubbard, '93, and Miss Whitmore ; Lockwood, 
'93, and Miss Burnell; Niles, '93, and Miss 
Simonds ; Pelton, '93, and Miss Starr; G. H . 
Wilson, '93, and Miss Lockwood; Morrison, '94, 
and Miss G. Lockwood ; Paddock, '94, and Miss 
Brainard ; Schlitz, '94, and Miss Webb; Mc-
Gann , '95 , and Miss Goodwin; Quick, '94, and 
Miss McCook ; Greene, '9 2, and Miss Matson; 
H amilton, '91 , and Miss Allen ; C. H all, '92, and 
Miss Bennett; H oisington, '91 , and Miss Mary 
Bulkley; Mr. Phelps, Yale,' 90, and Miss Rey-
nolds ; C. A. Lewis, '93, and Miss A. Johnson ; J. 
W. Lewis, '93 ; Dyett, '95 ; Paine, '95 . 
A very attractive concert was given on Wed-
nesday, November 30th, at Foot Guard Armory, 
under the auspices of the Knights of the Macca-
bees, in which the various musical clubs of the 
college fi gured. It was the debut of the Mandolin 
Club, and it p roved that it could bear criticism. 
T he management of the Glee Club wishes to 
announce a concert to be given on February 21, 
at Northampton, and also one at Springfield on 
the day of the Iutercollegiate games. The an-
nual public rehearsal wi ll be given in Alumni 
Hall on Friday evening, December 16th, and 
will be followed by dancing. 1 ::::....... ~ 
Dr. Charles C. Beach, of this city, has been 
delivering a series of five lectures on hygiena 
before the freshmen this week. Dr. Beach has 
proved himself a most interesting lecturer. 
A TRINITY ELEGY. 
THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day·; 
The throng of students 'cross the campus flee ; 
But Robert shuts the door without delay 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 
CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 
"THAT no dogs be allowed in college,'' 
I s a rule just put in force, 
But the rule says naught in relation 
About a Bohne fide horse. 
TR lNITY SCRUB 10-COLU!lfBIA SCRUB o. 
There was an interesting game played on the-
college grounds Friday, November 18. The 
Trinity team consisted of eight of the regular 
team and Mr. Foster, the trainer, E . McCook, 
'90, and J. H. Greene, '92. The game was 
loose, neither team playing well together. After 
a few minutes J . Edgerton scored a touch-down 
from which he kicked a goal, 6-o. Time was 
called with the ball on Columbia's 5-yard line. 
In the second half the ball was in Trinity's 
territory when J. Edgerton took the ball and 
tore down the field for 60 yards, being overtaken 
and downed 5 yards from the goal. Here Co-
lumbia holds and Trinity loses ball. Columbia 
kicks and F. Edgerton catches and advances the 
ball 5 yards. The ball was then near the 40-yard 
line. J. Edgerton was given the ball and carried 
it over the line by a 40-yard run in which he-
dodged and kept his feet beautifully. No goal, 
10-0. After this no more was scored, though 
Hartley and J. Edgerton made large gains. The-
best playing on Trinity was done by J. Edger-
ton, Bowie and Hartley. Morris, once Trinity' 
end rush, played in that position on Columbia. 
THE ROLL CALL. 
THAT'S my name he called; yes, heu, sir, 
If he dare call it again-
Answer there, you ninny, dear sir, 
Much I fear you'll not get ten 
Judging from your vacant yawning, 
There, he's going to begin ; 
Guess his consciousness is dawning 
To the fact that I've come in. 
What an awful time he's waiting 
Just to make us fear and dread! 
Fun's what he's anticipating. 
What's the first the lesson said? 
Hang the luck ; I can't remember, 
Unprepared-It's no avail, 
Make it up by next September-
I ' ll go out to get the mail. 
PERSONALS. 
The Rev. ALEXANDER MACKAY-SMITH, D. D., 
·'i2, Archdeacon of New York, has accepted the 
rectorship of St. John's Church,Washington, D. C. 
The Rev. JoHN D. HILLS, '78, has resigned 
·the rectorship of St. Luke's Church, Tacoma. 
His present address is 41 r 7 Pine street, Phila-
-delphia. 
~ The Rev. L. A. LANPHER, '80, has resigned 
the rectorship of Trinity Church, Wethersfield, 
Conn., and removed to Hartford. 
:: The Rev. G. E. MAGILL, '84, has been elected 
r ector of St. Peter's Church, Perth Amboy, N. J. 
The address of the Rev. G. C. CARTER, '87, is 
542 Pacific street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
. The address of A. R. STUART, Jr., M. D., '88, 
is 32 Beekman Place, New York. 
W. C. STUART, '88, is practicing law at New-
port News, Va. 
G. P. COLEMAN, '90, has left the New York 
Evening Sun and is now on the editorial staff of 
the Sunday edition of the World. 
The address of B. C. ROBERT, ex-'95, is care 
Monroe & Co., 7 Rue Scribe, Paris. 
The following alumni recently visited the 
college : E. C. NILES, '87 ; W. F. MORGAN, '88; 
F. R. HOISING TON, '91 ; I. K. HAMILTO:-.', '91 ; 
J. D. RUSSELL, '92 ; C. C. TROWBRIDGE, '92 ; 
J. PAINE, '92; B. W. MORRIS, JR., ex-'93; R. D. 
WEEKS, ex-'93; W. H. RousE, ex-'93 , 
ON THE WALK. 
·a-' HAT " a prophet hath no honor in his own 
l country" when THE TABLET is that 
prophet and the undergraduates are the inhabi-
tants of that particular country we are loath to 
believe, notwithstanding stindry and one remarks 
which have drifted into the Stroller's ears since 
he has owned a private key into the editorial 
sanctum and remarks similar to which he no 
doubt was most zealous in disseminating, while 
he waited in vain for a few of his contributions 
to be accepted. The question as to the char-
acter of the different numbers of THE T ABLET is 
not a new one nor will a further discussion in 
this or any other column in the paper settle the 
matter, for the simple reason that no two men 
look at a thing in the same light, and, less philo-
sophically, because unfortunately the tribe of 
chronic kickers is not yet defunct. The field 
which THE TAB LET covers is large and varied, 
and no one subject can be made a special feature 
unless it be the verse. The point has been 
raised that there is not enough of solid reading 
and that too much is made of sketches and 
stories, and then, when an essay or two are pub-
lished, complaint is made in the opposite direc-
tion. As the organ of the students the paper 
should be in a measure governed by their wishes 
but differences of opinion make this almost im-
practicable. T?e quotation given_ ab?ve applies 
in contrast particularly well here, m view of the 
many flattering notices which THE TABLET has 
received this fall from many other college 
journals. 
* 
* * OF course Trinity went to the foot-ball game 
at Springfield, but just b~cause a half-dozen 
crimson enthusiasts described by the news-
_papers as "a mob of over a hundred Trinity 
men" gave their college yell with Harvard on 
the end, it is by no means to be assumed that 
the college as a whole favors the Cambridge 
institution ; as in point of fact the exact opposite 
is the case and a decidedly wrong impression 
was given by this minute contingent. Connecti-
cut is justly proud of her three seats of learning, 
and it is but natural that Trinity should support 
a sister college with whom relations in athletics 
and personal and society feeling have always been 
so close and cordial. If the college had sat to-
gether at the game, there would have been a 
Yale at the end of the yell instead of a Harvard. 
* 
* * 
WHETHER or not a large amount of outside 
interest detracts a whit from that necessary factor 
in all college affairs-college spirit, the Stroller 
is unprepared to state, but it is his impression 
that it does have such a tendency. The men 
who take advantage of the delightful society 
which Hanford homes offer to the students, see 
too little of their fellow-seekers after knowledge 
whose tastes and inclinations do not lead them in 
the same direction. Especially is this true at 
this time of the year when there are no out-of-
door games to bring the men together on the 
field as well as along the ropes, the former up-
holding the reputation of their Alma Mater and 
the latter inciting them on to victory. To obviate 
this condition the Stroller would suggest that 
whist, chess, and checker tournaments be in 
order, which would serve the tl:ree-fold purpose 
of whiling away a pleasant evenrng, of perfecting 
the players in the different games, and of bring-
ing the men into closer relations, one with an-
other. 
The Stroller. 
AMONG THE EXCHANGES. 
THERE is a touch of Christmas already in the air and the Exchange Editor is beginning 
to anticipate the holiday numbers of the college 
journals which the mail will bring so soon. The 
versifiers are racking their brains doubtless for 
THE INWARD LIGHT. 
THE waters spread before him dark and dim, 
And hate and scorn were his farewell from home, 
Yet brave upon that western sea unknown, 
Muttering with doubts and fears and dangers grim, 
He sail'd, obedient to the light within 
That sparkled for his mighty soul alone-
The hate and scorn of temple, palace, throne, 
Laughter, and chains--what were all these to him ? 
And thus, my soul, sail forth upon that sea 
Murmuring around this life ; with fearless eyes 
Gaze deep within, where truth alone abides, 
And as for this great prophet, bold and free, 
Who knows what worlds unseen for thee shall rise 
Bathed in the waves of what eternal tides? 
Yale Lil. 
TO TENNYSON. 
ARTHURIAN sin ger of two Arthurs, thou 
Art born with them into the island rest 
Of Avilon, where surely thou art blessed 
With garnered fruit, whose blossoms still endow 
Old England's song with whiteness. Even now 
I hear thee welcomed from thy poet's quest 
At God's Round Table, where from East and West 
Are gathered all his knights who kept their vow. 
Fast changeth thine old order, yielding place 
To new, but where is he whose brow can hold 
The wreath of laurelr thou and Wordsworth wore? 
Thy Lady of the Lake cannot replace 
The Excalibur of song in hands as bold 
Or pure as thine, for Browning fights no more. 
Tlte Brown Mag-azine, 
IN LIGHTER VEIN. 
IN lighter vein-blue eyes and rosy lips, 
Gay songs and dances, jests and merry quips: 
No thought of the great mysteries of Pain 
And Life and Death, but just a clear refrain. 
That in 'twixt thoughts of love and laughter slips, 
Light as the foam that from the oar-blade drips-
Such is the measure of our careless strain, 
In lighter vein. 
Safe into port come all our wandering ships, 
From those dim lands o'er which the horizon dips l 
Our Fancy's castles prove not all in Spain ; 
Oh, life is fair and every path is plain, 
If we but woo the muse who ever trips 
In lighter vein. 
Vassar Miscellany, 
new and seasonable ideas with which to please-
the critical reader this coming month-mean-
while that their work is up to the usual high 
standard the following selections show. We~ 
clip: 
SONNET. 
As TIMID leaves come out when long lost green 
Returns to veil our sun-wooed, basking earth ; 
As tenderest tints of verdure have their birth 
When Summer's childhood joys once more are seen 
And felt, while o'er the laughing land, at e'en, 
Or dawn, light breezes waft the news that mirth 
Or nature's face doth promise days well worth 
For warmth the best that in the past have been ;-
So, truant Love, so comest thou, too, out 
When thirsty Hope breaks through oppression's bark. 
To drain life's cup of what in dreams was dear. 
Thy leaves are joy and trust, the buds of doubt 
And pain; thy foliage that which veils the dark, 
Cold greys of sorrow with the hues of cheer. 
Courtney Langdon in Brienoniat1,. 
TO A WATER LILY. 
OH, pure priestess of the lake 
All a-quiver in the wake 
Of my boat, 
When the blue sheathed dragon-flies; 
Thine attendant votaries, 
Glance and float, 
Hast thou never sighed to be 
From thine altar pads set free, 
Sighed to rise, 
Comrade of the zephyrs gay, 
Sharing in their merry play, 
'l'o the skies ? 
HARMONICS. 
-The Unit. 
THIS string upon my harp was best beloved j 
I thought I knew its secrets through and through, 
Till an old man, whose young eyes lightened blue-
'Neath his white hair, bent over me and moved 
His fingers up and down, and broke the wire 
To such a laddered music, rung on rung, 
As from the prophet's pillow skyward sprung 
Crowded with wide-flung wings and feet of fire. 
-H,wva,-d Monthly, 
MY CONSTITUTION. 
NAME, immaterial; Object, fun ; 
Officers, numerous ; membership one ; 
Meetings, continuous ; 
Voting, unanimous; 
Treasury, emptiness-thus doth it run. 
The Syracusan, 
